Ry ¥
'y A

e s — ¢

Tﬂe Neﬁl-i_erald.

WEDNESDAY, MAY 8, 1800,

HILLSBORO, ! H ! OHI0.

THIRTY-NINE AND NINETEEN.

PROLMIUE.
Into the room, with & nameless graoe,
Gilidod o malden, just ninctean;
The (aint rose blush on her falr younyg
Bet off a beauty but eavely seen:
Brought to o poet who stood apnrct.
She archly spoke of his “wellknown
name'’ —
They taiked of veraos, of hooks and art
With a common pussion, and woprds allamae.

face

Him hnir was nol yol tonchad with x.--ty.
And yonth's test jonging N ap hishyon;
He lind waited for yoars Lore this swoeet nrray

OFf matehlese heanty—and ahaep Surprine.
The ostling groups wont cound and roun
Aml charming women and men pas
throngh;
Among the thblenns not one was foued
That mated so well as this fated Lwh,

THE DAY AFTER THE PARTY.

WHAT SHE TROUGAT
“He seamed to lixe me—thit ' surs—
But then, he hind to be polite;
The young men there | could not erdure -
I wiah I could sce him agnin tonight:
Bt he llvos with books, and ondofty fare,
What could he oarve for a girl like me?
o, [ dl moast deeds nnd (ghez my haie
For somn hrainless fop ofthe third dogres.

“Yet. whon my carriage cnme to the door,
It was L wito snw me saloly in.
1 have hind attentions | ke thia before,
And waords that thought they were sure to

wing:
Mt somehow, his hand's toueh theilled me
theouwh,
And he put on iy shawi with so much care,
1 hoped b ons sm ten -1 wish | knew
I would weite hin a note, but Ldo not dare.”
WIAT ME THOUGHT,
“1 el nt my desk, but | oan nnt wr'te,
Her hoeputy is st'll before my eves;
O wil the women | <aw last night.
i ovorsaw, she i< Lho preise
OF enursw, shie st s ! to @ hat | said,
Andl teied to e oe e foel nr enge;
Al Wit s e i e i hoaad
Knows well the arts by wich to plensas

“Pot 1 thought, ns we parted, | saw a giance
That took no pote of JLTeeing yeues;

Who knows bt hee dreeams of troe roimance,
Onee fothomed, woulil diskipate my fonrs?

What it | tey my Ingeard Tate,
And sec if Love shall bedispossesand

Bimply beesose 1t has happenmsd (ate?
Oh, porslpinge world, you may gucesa thoe
roal”

A FEW WEEKS LATER.

WIAT THE GOSSIPING WORLD TIROUIHT
“Who would have thoueht it—snd hoso nld,

And she so Trolicaome. young and fae’’
One heard “he was rich,” and one geas told

* She had lost one beaw, wied didn’t onee. ™
“Why. they're soon to he aarrled —that girl

B0 AWl -
SW it -she -to that ancient, eritionl bean?

Well well, i0 oA fsn't quite & feal!
Who will marry nedt, | should like to
know¥’
w= fised Rewton, in Merehant Traveler,
— s B —

AFTER FIFTY YEARS.

The Sceue of a War Romanoe
Lald in a Collar.

By making o gigautic aifort | had at last
suecesded in pushing up the heavy sash of
the old-fashioned guillotine window, and
now, sitting in the broad window-seat, 1
was enjoying the scont of the great syringn

bush, which grew so close #0 the hows that |

1 know s mltgrf; falr to sen.
ke onl

re! d

Bhe can both false and feiendly be!'

“And it goow on:

'She has twa ay=s so soft and brown.

Take cire!
Bho gives & slco glancs and looks down.
Take cnre!

Trart her not, she's fooling thes !

“Well, ohild, thut was Lore all over: just
axif it bad beon written for her. But you
mustn't think badly of her, for all that.
Bhe wan £ dear, swect little thing; and In
spite of oll her follisy, she had a good,
honest heart. As | wnid, she was univer-
sally admirved; nnd so It seemed strange
that young Dernaun. the merchant, who
was a next-door neighbor of hoers, whonld
bo %o <tilf and cold. aud take no notice at

Il of her, Bomotimes I twitted Ner with

¢ fact that he bud never once danced
with hor. and wns quite {nseusible to her
charms, That always made her angry,
and sho would pout ber rosy lips and say*

“I'm sure don't want him, Christel;
he's a bear!™

“Well, you know, bad times cams for
poor Germany. The French conquered us,
and the King and our beantiful Quoen Lou-
fsa had to fly with thelr childeen: and it
soermacd aa if we should all become French
sibjects. It was a bad time for us in our
little town, for the nuthorities favored the
enomy, and we wern disturbed by sonnds

spac trouble of her own, for no-
counts of the wildl doings of the
French reached us from all sides, and it
wu" said that thoy had n very rough-snd
reaily way of vmmlna.l for 'I? n rman
girl took their fanoy they just sent their
soldiors to carry her off and then took her
away with them to the war. We wore
constantly hearing of deods of violence
and robbory, and the lnws, being adminis-
torved either by the French or their adber-
ents, afforded us no redress or protection
whatever. What could we do! pla hid
their valuables ns far s they could in hol-
low troes, behind walls. or fn the ground,
and whenever any Frenchmen wers known
to be in the uuitﬁhorhuud. they hid their
wives and daughters as well. Poor Lorchen
had the hardest time of all, for her mother
wis 80 nervous that she wias nlways seoin
danger, and she insisted on the poor girl's
spending the grenter part of the day down
in the celiar, and many an afternoon 1
spent there, Lo, keeping hor company.
ook, said L on one of these pocasions,
‘you can see siraight into Neighbor Der-
nau's garden chrough this little window.*

“Hut Lorchen blushed and turnsd her
hoad without answering. One Whitsun
Eve, a lovely May day, just like to-day, s
number of " tho enemy's troops passed
t.hmufh the town, and of eourse Lore had
to it in the eollar and get through the tims
ni best sho might.  As soon ax the terrible
‘Parlovoubis,’ as we called them, bad all
gone through and out of the town gate, the
captive was let out, aud what must the
silly girl do but go to the sitting-room win-
dow und lean out.  After hnlng%n prison so
lﬂmf- she enjoyed the sweet spring air
doubly, and it amnsed her to watch what
wis foing on in the street. But misfortune
never slumbors, and, as it fell out, & young
French oficor cams past leading his horss
biy the bridle, and looking for a bincksmith,
ne the animal had cast a shos. He had no
sooner caught sight of the lovely little
head among the roses which olustered
round the window, than he thraw the reina
to n boy and dashed up the steps like a
madman. It did not take bim a minute.
but Lore was an"‘nir-k as he, and had slipped
back into her hiding-place. Still, wlhen
was the use of that, whon the Freochman
II:WII #een her and was bent upon finding

oer

“I want to see the pretty demoiselle," he
eriod in his broken German, and he insisted
upon searching first all the rooms in the
house, then the garrets. and flually the cel-
Iar! [t wasuseloss tosay him nay, forbe was
master of the situation, and Lorehen's poor

it pushed its branches inside whenever it | mother followed him down the cellar-stairs

bad the opportunity, so that sithing in the
window was almost like being fn an arbor,
I was in Germany, of course, for guillotine
windows, as we call thewn, are »*ill the
fashion in England, 1 bear.

Yos; I was in Germany, and it was the
day hefore Whit Bunday—a lovely May
day—and I was just sixteon.

I am a good deal more than sixtesn now,
but still, often, when the syringa is in
blossom, and the delicious fragrance comen
I‘!u-_tlnr round me, the whole svene rises
agiin before my eyes, and 1 see the old-
fashioned garden,” with (s quaintly-cut
{ews and box-bedges, and the apple treon
oaded with blos.oms; the walnscotted
room, with the faded red carpet, and auti-
quated furniture aond ornaments; and,
looking through the folding-doors into the
dining-room beyond, I e the long table
decked for some festal oveasion, two chairs
wreathed with lowors, sl before them. on
the table, two bouquets composed of sprays
of myrtle,

I sire, too, kitting opposite me ina capa-
cious armchair. my grandmother, n jittle?
old ladv in a white lnce v:\];_ with a prayor
hook on har knees, which she was reading
bere at bome beeanse she conld not get as
[ar us the chapel beyond the town gate. 1
Liad been there inyuelf that morndng, all in
u burry, just to see how it looked before |
iarowghit Granny to the bouse, and | had
woen that it was beautifully decked with
flowers, and that there were wax tapoers
enongh to dazzlo one,

After that 1 had come back to the “wed-
ding houss' and waited, for I conld not
leave (Granny quite alone; and while 1
waited 1 pugeled myself o make out wh
Uncle Dernaw, as we ull called bim, and his
wife ehould have chosen to celebrate tholr
golden wedding in the little country chapel
instond af in the large town cbhurch, which
seempd vo much more aPpmnrlnn.

Then, too, I wondered what could be the
monning of sundry mystevious allusions
which lllmr.l beurd made in the eourse of
the evening before. They had sesmed to
amuse the rest very much, bt I could
make nothing of them,

Tuele Dernau’s little wife was a favorite
little woman, with bright eyos, brown hair
without a touch of grey in it. and had ve
smal] ands and feet. " How we had all ad-
mired her the night before, when, for ‘‘the
very last titne,” usshe said, she bad danced
the charming minuet, which bad been ar-
ranged in her honor. 1 can ses her now in
her  olil-fasbioned, muarvelously short
walsted dress of silk. with a three-cornered

fichu erossed over her chest, little shoes
withomt heels, wide ribbon sapdals and
embroidored stockings.  Uncle Dernan
himself was her partusr, and at the vlose
of the dance be made ber a low bow, saying
with m gleam of fun wnd mischief in his
3L

“Madame, you dance like n Frenchwoman,
and I buliove | madeo a mistuke after all in
u;rr}'ul:. you off from the French mon-
sieur!”

KEvery one laughed st this, and Aunt
Dernou blushed like s voun irl. What
did it all mean! Could | as anny i 1
wondered. She had told me once that Aunt
Dornan was her oldest and ber dearest
Criend, and that some day she wouldl tall
me her history. Could I romind her of her

promise now !
As 1 looked at her she took offher
cles and closed her praysr-book. and slip-
iiinl‘ down from my throne in the window,
seated myself on a stool at her feet.
“Ghrunny," 1 sald coaxingly, ‘“‘couldn't
rm tell mo your friend‘sstory nowi You
now you promised, and it = just the right
dny for it. They won't be back for a couplo
of hours {z:.. what with the service
and then wedding. and a long sermon,
all the congratuiations, vo we have
plenty of time.™
Jusk thea we 1'lnihl. the sound of distant
church-bells, by which we knew that the
bridal p o

rocession must bs getling near the
"

“Ah, child,”" said grandmother, “it
was & beautifal ﬁ-.uzin we two :u:a
Lorchen and I: you mever saw wuch

wild thing as she was.
o Mg mech Bt ovn s Ber

- .

pretty little hoad. There was .l'ma.r
O'Irlr m’i

i
3

tthe

, old and young, did
o one did his best to
ttle hud.uhl:asﬁu
Was nate

and

W0 o hrg.r
hml?ﬂud.l
always honastly

£

firss, | most heartrending leave-taki
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tremiling.

Bat, wonder of all wonders, the nest was
empty; the bird had fAown! Finding,
therofors, that his search wan wain, the
| {nu ng officor flaw into a rage, and, suntch-

ng up a little ivory miniature of Lore,
dashed out of the houss, vowing that he
would come back next with s whole squad-
ron and stay till the girl was found.
#oon as he was gons, Lore's mother sank
down in a chair aund burst into tears, foel-
ing utterly bewildered and altogether at
ber wits’ end. But sbe lnd not wept long
whon her ueignbor, young Deroan, made
his appoarance, and, to her extreme sur-
prise, nskod her with all due form and cer-
emony to aceept him a8 & suitor for her
dauglhter's baud.

Aok eried the poor woman, ‘Lorchen
s gone—oclean gone, she ls not In her hid-
ing place: and if [ could fnd her to-day,
wliere's the use, when to-morrow Lthat
Prench villain is coming to earry her off !
I'm a poor, miserable, {)‘slplmn woman—
what can [doi O, this dreadful war!’

“But the young man only laughed in an
ambarrasssd gort of way, and then aald:
= Ouly trust me, mother, if I may call
you so, und depend upon it [ shall be able
to taks good care of Lorckep when once I
linwe the right. In the cellar she is, how-
avor, et the presant moment, though not in
yours!'

_ “Bo saying, heled the astonished dame
into his bouse and down ever so manystairs,
and there sure enough was the captive ls
his cellar, doubly  captive now, and a lit-
tlo shamefaced and tearful, but still look-
ing very bappy asshe foll on her mother's
neck, wnd begged her to give her and Karl
horhl--uium Andso itcame to pass that
they woere betrothed in the cellar, and im-
medintoly after all sorts of mysterious
arations wore made in both houses, and at
last the good pastor himsaell was called into
give hisadvice. At eloven o'clock that same
night there was enacted one of the stran-
est scenes which our peacetul, sober-going
ittle town ever witnessed: for a young
couple were married in the darkness, in the
old ehapel outside the Martini gate, and
you may lmagine my utter amazement at
being mysterionsly sent for at such an
bour, sud then finding mysslf taken.tothe
chapel o be one of the witnessos to my
Love's marviage, the others being hermother
snd Dernnu's most intimate friend, Frits

H-urlgc-n
‘It ssemed uncommonly dismal to a girl
of seventeen, as [ was then, with my head
stuffed full, too, of all sorls of tragical
stories. It was a mild, dark night; the
sty was much overcast; and ever and
anon a distant flssh of llﬁzhtnlng an-
nounced that o storms was coming up. The
forble glimmer from the two tapers on the
altor memed ouly o make the darkness
darker, nnd tha 4 fllokered incessantl
s the wind came umwring in in gusts, mﬁ
making the boughs of the old lime-tree
rattie against the church windows. It was
enongh to _make one shudder, child, I can
toll you! The wenerable old pastor who
bad 'married Lorchen's father and mother,
and baptized Lorchen herself, gave only a
short adidress; but , it was all the more im-
pressive for that, and we were all vory
much tonched by it. When the ceremony
wns over [ helped the sobbing bride to
take off her wreath of myrtle and put on a
vary large houd, which™ was of the
peasant’s costume, such as used to be worn
about hers, which she was ﬁt.n; to wear
as a disguise.  The poor mother was spoech-
less with griof, and seemed quite dazed at
the prospect of losing ber beloved hter.
“Mountime, Karl u, who also
dressod himself like s peasant, had brought
& pour, miserahle, one horsed covered vart
to tho door of the chapel, and, after the
lifted in, wooping bitterl n“'l'lu lhﬂ:
was n, ng 5 B
bad grown pitoh-black b I{h ﬁm:go
lightning and the shunder rolled in
the distance; but, under couver of the dark-
ness, the pair safely effected their escape
the ne bcrrlna frontler, to where
Emmh not yet gained a toou:i;
rchen Eo ng for a siok t girl
who was belng taken to some
uurglnlh.douwr. As hl'ljg:rnnn
wo ol on his strange wedding o
be looked so brave, and tender, and uﬁ-

ird [ crocodile; it has

As | tering!

—

let hour, Lorchon told me the story of
g:rlwl.ml\:l? which 1 had never properly
undecstood til then.

“* "You seo, Christel,’ said she, and I
wares very intimate, and you did know all
my secrots—almont; but you not know
that I bnd cared for Karl for a long time
past. 1 was asaamed to confeas it eithor to
you or mysoll. Hut when he came to the
cellar window that dreadful day, just when
I was in the greatest danger, and drove [t
in—1 was too dazed to dare to open it my-
solf—and when be lifted me up, and before
I well knew where I was, took me into the
oellar of his own house, well, thon [ knew I
did care for him, and [ bogan to m?v And
then he sat down by me and _quietly took
hold of my hand, and when I was ahble to
spoak I thanked him and 1 hin Y.:rdun
for having made such fun of him  before,
You ean guess what followed, Our bo-
trothal was uot very romantic, Christel, for
we sat upon an old sugar chest, and my
dreas was torn and dusty, and the air of the
anllar was dank and mau&y. But what did
woearo for that! There were roses all
vound us, and we wore In Elysium; and na
for the romancs, we had snough bafore the
day was out to last s whole Iign'l-ima.'
“This wap Lorchen's confession, and we
hoth thanked Heaven for mtlnf us 8o
bappy and brioging us together n. We
were happy, indsed, and this ho us to
bear our daily cares, for we wore atill in a

— —

of fig tl'ng all around us, Ah, it was terri- at deal of trouble and anxiety, and the
bly sad! for all prosperity was at an end, | clouds hung thick and black over the politi-
and we ut our days in misery and | ol sky. ore were no christening feasts
anxiety. Poor Lorchen had, too, & |when our little ones were ba and, in

wpite of our real bappinees, a y
toars foll upon the little heads. t at lnst
thore was achangs! Suddenly It was as if
A fresh wind begun to blow. No one
knew whence it had coms, but it was there
and we all felt in;;l'furnad by it. Lors and
L. too, moon noti that there was a great
deal going on hehind the scenes. which

ve us plaaty of food for wonder and con-
F:ctun. Way

n man

goners, who did not look at all
ag were ntly bringin
heavy loads nf merchandise to Karl, an
my Frite, who was a lawyer, and had foth.
ing naturally to do with such mattors, was
ulways presgnt at the unloading, and
helped to carry the goods (ato the collar as
snon as it was dusk. 1t was quite clear that
there was soms seoret which our husbanda
wers keoping from us, and after bearing {
atisntly for alittle while we determine:

it an end to such an unnaturul state of
tlu’n K.

"&nll. wo found It all out, and learnod

that Karl n%l"rltz were members of a we-
orot lengns which had branches everywhers
l)*]mughuu!. Germany, and was formed to
ddliver the Fatherland from her foreign
masters. The “wuinnurn“ were members
too, and the goodst !ri bronght were arms,
which they storad in the cellar; and there,
in what had been Lorchen’s prison, the con-
foderntes held their moetings. On these
necasions, now that we knew what was
Ing on, we used to do_our part b{ullgh ng
“f’ the chandeliers in the drawing-room,
clinking glasses toﬁthor sodcarrying wine
bottles und dishes and fro, to divert at-
tention from what was going on down be-
low, and to throw dust in people's syen,
Y An soon nsever our good King fssued his
n]:[nnl ‘to my peopls,’ we saw the result of
ull these secret praparations. The enthusi-
asm was tremendous, and ew German
heart was all aglow. Oh, child, it was a
grand time, and [shall never forget the day
when the pastor read out the King's procla-
mation in the market place—for there was
not room for the crowd in the church—and
called on all the men to come forward and
take part in a boly war to expol the enemy.
There never was such exciteimont, befors or
since! Friends aud avquaintances smbraced
one another, and the most bitter enemies
shook hands. The flrst to volunteer to fight
for wife, and child and home were Karl
Dernan sud my Frite: and numbers and
nnmbarg followed their example., Then
came the leave-tukings, and those were sad
enough. [fainted away, but Lorchen be-
haved like & little heroine.

“We two ke!:t. togother through all that
time of terrible w !.an and fighting and
misery. But at |ast—atlast came the news
of victory, aud all the hills blaged with
bonfires.” The Fatherland was free, and
our loved ones were safe and oom!n, omse
crowned with laurels! We had suffered a
great deal, but we thought ourselves fortu-
nate in having been allowed to look on
while such great events were dolug.

“But where bave I got to with my ohat-
[ was only aﬂn: to tell you—"'
“0, Granny," I interru Ywou have
not told me a bit too much; I could listen
all day—"
“Wall," uhl{inlh'n -:_‘chis smile, l“yo& ‘t
serve something for giving u
chapel to sit with an old %ogﬁ. %h&m 1
began I only meant to tell you how Aunt
Dernau was imprisoned in the cellar, that
gnu might see what & dangerous gift
eauty is!"

“H—m, uﬂmuz.l don'tlike your moral 1"
I answered, *“The French are far enough
off now, and for my own part I shouldn't
mind running the risk of being tolerably
nive-looking."”

Granny was ng to scold, but the
vorners of ber mouth twitched, and before
shie could recover bherself, 1 had jumped up,
exclniming:
“Liston, the bells have bsen ringing this
long time: the wedding is over and they
will be here directly !
I went once more hastily through the
rooms to see that everything was in order,
and then 1 strewed flowers all down the
staira to the front door, and then Granny
and 1 waited at the window.
Boon the head of the procession made its
H’pun.lwe—.uuh 8 long, long procession !
rst came the old people, several conples,
and theun the youugk:lnn and lastly the
e

®

0 '

dokildren all de with Bowers; but
the bridal pair, who were that day cele-
p- | brating their goldsn ing, were the

most henutiful sight of all.
Aunt Dernau ked lovely in her blue-
flowered damask and three-cornered lace
bhandkerchief, with the ‘roldm sprays of
myrtles in her hair; and Uncle Dérnan,
th his snow-white curly hair, Iﬂ tall,
upright figurs, looked most dign and
quite nd, too; for, besides the golden
sprig in bis button-hole, he wore the orders
and devo us which be had won during
the war. How tender and carsful he was
of his little wifa, too.
Just as tender and affectionate ms he had
been to the young beauty when he married
her in the sunny May-time fifty years be-
fore ! — Housthol rda,

DANGERS IN AFRICA.

The Savage Crocodlles and Hippopotaml
of the Congo Country.
*“The most dangerous savage foes we
have tc fear,” asys Mr. Stanley, *‘are
the orocodile, hippopotamus and the
buffitlo. We lost five men during my
last visit to the Congo from these ani-
mals; three were killed by crocodiles,
one by a hippopotamus and one by a
buffalo. There a number of hi
potami ‘hni the Congo und its U;Eu-
taries, and thousands upon thousands
of crovodiles. The latter are by far
the most insidious foes we have, be-
eause they nro so silent aud so swift.
You see » man bathing in the river,"
said Mr. Stanley, with one of his vivid
gg‘nphki touches; **he is standing near
the shore lsughing at you, perhaps,
Inughing in the keen enjzxymom«t
bath; suddenly he falls over and you
see him no more. A crocodile has ap-
ached unseen, has struck him s
ow with its tail that knocks him over

oo o oo,
n BLIrm mor &) H
but there, in dee nwl., uader the
shadow of that rock, or hidden beneath
the sheltar of thoe trees yonder, isa huge
the swimmer,

FOR OTR YOUNG FOLKA.
A SLEEPY BONG,

stars gro anveiting
in

i H:E; the blue of the sky;
ql"ha crick
Tho

nta are droning,
spn-bar v morniog,

And the bats with o whlrrllro br,

Beep, baby, sleop! Drodm on, little doar!
Nothing can harm you while mamma ls noar,

A dozen sweel kisses,

The kindost of wishes,
A lingering wiatfully nonrg

A yearning unbroken,

A prayér unspoken—
There s much in the future to fear.
ﬂ“{" vaby, sloepl  Dreoam on, little doar!

othing «un hurm you while mamma I8 near

In Heaven there rost s,

And God knows what bost {s,
Then why should 1 worry or fear?

1’1l wive vou, my troasire,

love without messure,

And leave you with Him, [Ittle denr!
Blonp, bahy, sloop! Drowm on, hittlo desr]
Nothing ean harm you while mamma is near,
—Frank . Stauffer, i Good Hi ng.

A NOVEL EXPERIENCE.

Mr. Thompaon's Story of His Adventure
with Jarney Mosquitoos.
The other afternoon an odd-looking
person entered my office.  The figure
and genernl appearance was Mr.
Thompeon's, but the face was one
mass of red blotches, swollen and al-
most unrecognizable. I stared at him
a moment before 1 could determine
who it was. He bore the serutiny with
bad grance, and exclaimed: “Well,
what's the matter now? Didn't you
ever see me beforef"'
“Not when you looked as you do
now,'”” I replied. “What have you
been doing to yourself?™
*I haven't been doing any thing, I
went out tn Jersey to spend Sunday
and have a good time, that's all," an-
swored Mr, Thompson.
“Mosquitocs?'’ I inguired.
Mr. Thompson nodded.
“Tell me ahout it,"" I urged.
At tirst Mr. Thompson was very re-
Juctant, but alter some persuasion he
consented,
Mr. Thompson had a day or two on
his hands which he did not exnctly
know what to do with, so he concluded
to spend them at & quiet little village
among the Jorsey hills.
“They told me that there were no
mosquitoes and no malaria,”’ he re-
marked, plaintively, as he swallowed a
quinine pill; **and look at me now."
All went well until Saturday evening,
when the little hotel was invaded by a
wirty of roistering young clerks from
ew York, who were bent upon having
a good time. Thnf sat up all the even-
ing with a bright light burning in their
room, and the windows open. The re-
gnlt was that the roomm was speedily
filled with mosquitoes. The Ltmgry
insects feasted for awhile upon the
convivial young men, and then, flying
out through the transom, entered Mr.
Thompson's room in the same mahner.
After buzzing around Mr, Thompson's
head for some time, they seated them-
selves in a row on the foot-board of the
bed and began to sing.
“You have no idea how dreadful it
was,"" said poor Mr, Thompsen, shud-
doring at the remembrance of the scene.
“It was bud enough while they con-
tonted themselves with pulling the
clothes off the bed and biting me
through two blankets and throwing my
shoes at each other,™
“What!" I excluimed; “the mosqui-
toes?""
*T'hese were Jersey mosquitoes,"
replied Mr. Thompson. “Bwt when
they began to sing *We won't go home
till morning,’ could stand it no
longer. 1 threw my pillow at them,
and they all flew away, und I sank
back cxhausted."
It is my private opinion that at this
{:mctum Mr. Thompson went to sleep;
ut e ingists that he only lay for a few
minutes, and was falling into a doze,
whem he heurd them eoming back
more noisy thun before,
“He throw thet pillow st us; lot's
theottle him," exclaimed one, angrily,
*No. no; let's bite him,"' urged a
seconmd,

*That’s so,” \‘-hvly all eried in chorus,
And before Mr. Thompson could do
any thing they wore bnnlnamnﬂ
his vars und making vicions thrusts at
every uncovered purt of his body.
After o time, howover, they seemed to
vt tired, and sat on the foot-beard of
tie bed again to vest.

Mr, Thompson was relieved, and
soun began to breathe gently through
his noss. That's whut ke snys; you and
1 would eall it snoring,
ssJust listen to him!" remarked one
of the mosquitoes, ~Ho's talking.”
“Yes; and be basn't a bad volce,"
commented another.
“More like a frog than ome of us,
though, said & third,
e may bo & very decent fellow, for
all that,”” suggested n fonrth.
“I am—1 um,” interrupted Mr,
Thompson, who was anxiows to obtain
the fiuvor of the little pests fn the hope
that they would ¢inse bothering him.
“What did you throw the pillow at
us for, then?” demanded e first,
angrily.
“Well, von were unnoying me so,”
said Mr. Thompson.
+Of course we were," answered the
mosuito. “I{ you were s mosquitlo
you'd annoy people. 1t's our nature,"
“Oh, I'm sure I shonld net," nsserted
Mr. Thompson.
“Try it and see,” sald the mosquito,
with w sarosstio buzs.
Mr. Thompson says that ho never
knew how it came nhout, but before he
knew it he was flouting around in the
air over the bed, making a tremendous
humming, and ﬂngﬂi he settled down
on the foot of the 4
“Well, how do you like it?" inquired
the mosquito.
“It's jolly," exclaimed Mr.
son, emll'ullnstinally; “bul I'm aw;
Y.

¥

SWe'll into the next room amd
get nuumtls: to eat,” said the mos-
guito, and, sccordance with the
snggestion, Mr, Thompson followed
his new-found friends out over the
trangom and into the next room. Here
they buzzed around the room, spd Mr.
Thompson pleads gullty to a
my in bumming around the

o young men and annoying in
every possible way. He suys that he
has no idea how g they

&

the did not hear him, and I
contin sfter a pause:

“We don't have half & chance
here, we are so small and so few, In
some parts of Bouth America we are
so plentiful that swarms of us have
been known to kill horses and ocattle,
But we nre a hm[H and have
relations all over the wol d. e nll
belong to the Culex family, and gnats,
mi l'l'ld gallinippers are our first

cousina.

“ Yes?"' snld Mr. Thompson, trying
to appear ingerested,

* Oh yes," said the mosquite. I'll

tell you what I'l) do—youn seem like a
ant" fellow; and to-morrow night I'll

ring up a swarm of cousins, the
gnnts, and’ & lot of jolly mosquitos
and wo'll make a night of it."

“It you do I'll put up a net!" ex-
elnimed Mr. Thompson.

“Oh, you will, will you?"' hummod
the mosquitoes, angrily, in chorus, and
forthwilg began a simultaneous attack
upon poor Mr. Thompson. He says
he has no idea how it came sbout, but
he ;m};::lg {ou?dhl:}mutlis in bed ngain,
and v onsly f n @ mosguitoes
which were u\inrfniug‘mund his head.
But no matter how hard he alapped,
they kept coming, until he fell asleep
from sheer exhaustion. When he
awoke in the momlnf his face was so
swollen that he could hardly open his
eyes, and Immu'lanrlsﬂd 1;:upehm

ocality.

at mmw:o-hannwl
\ on had finished

When Thom

telling the story, he looked at me
sharply to see if I believed him. I
suppose my face must have shown that
I regurded his story with distrust, for
he said, in an offended tone: *'Isu
pose you think 1 dreamed it, ah?"*

“Well—"" I ventured, mildly.

*‘Oh yes; well! welll" exclaimed Mr.
Thompson, in high du n, ““Well,
I suppose I did not talk to the mos-
uito; and well, 1 suppose I didn't get
the malarin; and wenL, I suppose I
dreamed this face, WELL!" and Mr.
Thompson bolted out of the room,
slamming the door hard behind him.—
Allen Forman, in Harper's Young
People,
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TIP AND ROLLO.

One & Faithful and Wise Messenger, mnd
the Other Fanny and Mischievons in His
Ways.

Tip is a coach dog, and Rollo is
Newfoundland puppy. Tip's hair &
short and straight. Rollo's is long and
curly. Tip is brindle.
Ench has two white stockings and a
white shirt-front, and both have big
brown eyes. Rello's twinkle and al-
most lsagh outright, but Tip's are
such wistful eyes that little Nell's
Iashes arc always wet after she has
taken & long look into them; ‘'be-
cause poor Tip wants to talk so much,
and cun't, youn know."

Ned doesn't believe there ever wera
two such splendid old fellows outside
of “u? books, For Tip and Rollo are
real, live dogs, and that Is the best
part of it,

Tip is papa’s right-hand man. He
conldn’t get along without him. Nor
could mamma, for that matter. When
she wants any thing from the stores,
sho writes a note and gives is to Tip.
Then she tells him where to go,
and no matlerwhero, he always knows,
and trets off. He comes right back,
too, and Rollo doesn’t every time.
Besides, Rollo will o:ﬂ to one
place—the butcher's— E: eals up
every thing on the way home.

pu's m are almost eight miles
out of town, but Tip carries messages
back and forth summer and winter,

Sixteen miles is & long way for a dog

to go alone, but Tip makes the jour-

ney almost as quickly as Dick, the
horse, and has never lost & nete yet.

Rollo doesn't like that kind of busi-

ness. He prefers to find Ned's lost

balls, fishing-rods, sehool-books, hats
or any thing-else. He takes good eare
of Nell when she gues down on the
beach to wade, and more than ence
has rescued her shoes and stockin,

flonting out on the swift tide. Rollo
knows what mon:lv Bs, and fancles he
tnkea better care of it than papa does.

Once grocer's to

gn a went into the
pay a bill. He put the money om the
counter, and hurried to his o In

s few minutes the store-keeper eame
running in. *‘Come down and call off
you:t;ibg!." said he. ﬂ“H.o ':; : m;
pretty sav every time I try uc
those hllh.-ﬁa When paps went down,
thers sat Rollo, and - he woull hardly
coms away,

Onoe day Nod éarrled his shogs te the
bm?akeri‘:uﬁu k? ‘mnﬁ?ed.u.nl the
way home ] u incket
anI trying to mukem tur':n‘blnk. As
Ned paid no attention to him, Rollo
rushed off alone, Pretty soon he raced
up with those shees in hia 3

hen Ned took them. back the
shoemaker euid there was such &
seratching and barking outside the
door that he opened. it, when & big dog
flew past him, snatohed up the
and wus ﬁ:s iﬁhn he could say

Now Tip deesan's do such funn
thin, He is such a sober M
would have knowm that papa

to leave the money, hinve under-
stood that Ned 't want his shoes
tuken away.

A little while ago papa went out to
the pusture to catch two of the ool
.'ngg?;ptlrugt to belp. When th;[vpl:'h
en o first one, ave e
balter and sent him gpiis barn, two

awny. I8 was some time
bafore  the .second celt  was
eaptured, but.when papa lad him into
the stable the other was im his own
stall, and ini the manger lay Tip, the
halter 'still i» his' mouth. You see,
paps had qmite forgotten that s dog
'ﬁﬁ‘jﬁﬁﬂ“ using Tip. Every

B te

mornin laud,ta follew when Tip

(i, shrenn and maks. tha brooh so

Rollo is black. |
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THE LORD'S FACE.
in olen times, when miracles wore
A plous whose only eare or thought

R ienen iy

i
pure amaeloss the ma
ﬁeoloﬂ::la ﬂ- uhﬂ.? 24 the unﬂ; :
He nurscd tho sick, and loosed the bonds-
mnn's ohaln,
And sufering never sought his ald in vain,
Hh fll‘t‘hﬂwu groat; and yot ho oft was

mo
By strong desire to know his life approved:

To get from Hoaven some o or slgn,

Bome sanction of hia life by Divine.
nd thus he > if 1 go astray,

B0 thou direot e In g:‘nmly'oml !

*And, If m m‘-WhM
shn'!r.'dm lord, Thy loving face to
me.

But ‘:nu wont by, and summers wont and

His lllau"nnehm. his dailly prayer the
Bamo,

t all in vain; for to hi

PR oy
no reply.

At last, with age grown gray, with suffor

His oarthly substance gone, his strength all
spont,

| mossy ban th woary sl
E‘:‘:ﬂmm’- Braser, and tuia’ Bt down
o die.

Theln Wllllﬁuhlu‘l came o'er his wonder-
ng *ou
i puin departed, and around him stole

henvenly rad) und pefore him stood,
ﬁo;’m.{. w&mb an ll'l:"l’ m:d.

And in a volee so sweot that It awoke

Btranwg theills of rapture in the monk, he
spoke:

“To do God's will, myson, thou'st nobly

striven;

And (o thy prayer an answer nowv I given

“ Affix thy thoughts on Christ, gaze on my

Mmmn thou'lt seo the dear Lord take my
plaoce.”

The monk complied; but at that instant
onme
A wﬂwﬁ traveler, bleeding, brulsed and

With garments and with feet un-
shod,

Who cried: “1 need thy help,” and sank
upon the sod.

At the faint cry, the monk half torned his

But paused an instamst, as the ange said:

“What! uli‘n';& this beggar would'st thew turn

And from the dear Lerd who would honor
theo?’

A pasaing struggl the monk
'E‘m‘:“::?'thh ma doar Mm

' “ Bince He hath done so muoch, ean I do less
Than evmfort this poor man ln his distvesa?

“1 surely cannot leave thin man to die."”
Bo suying, ho arose, and, with a sigh,

Tntn the ger's sido Be, tottering, 4

Bound up wounds, pilowed the Ao
boud

Upom his cassock, baghedithe bleeding feet,

And l:.o‘_uud the suffering soul with solsoe
L]

nz: thus he labored, to the monk there

Aunrermmd poace, a8 If a flame

Of love brenthed on hinw from Heavenfs
ol?n door,

Thrl u{;' his soul with bMes unknown be-

Wonderiag, the monk bekold the stranger
What glerious transformation met his eyes!

'.I'he“tul..l:lml garmonts sbone & robe of
Am‘ld the face an sureole gieamed brightl

Each siivunken limb roumded by perfoot

line,
The haggard hrmr- changed to liness
mants divioe y

The monk his S8avinur knew, and bowed in

AndThom & swest volce sounded throughh
theair:

“Whomm;.bdowwork. hia dearest wishs

He, ‘he only, sees this face of mine."”

A dreameav's logend, say ? It may be,
And yot the lessons znuzmn Gulilee

0f love o God and man oan no'er grow old|
And“aswhohmlthum weall need not be

That saarifice of self to do God's will
~ Will win swoet glimpses off the Lord's fao

ik
—[J.DNG.T" P in N. ¥. Independent, .
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UNFIT TO RULE

The Evils and Dangers Which Would Re~
sult feonm Our Possessing the Liberty to
Havo Things Acpording to Our Own O
derings 4

While: ® Is unquestienably true of
us, 88 humuan beings, that we naturally
desire to have things aceording to owr
minds, it ls equally certain that we ase
wholly:uafitted for possessing such b~
erty. We are constantly lisble to mis
taken impressicns, andl we are never
insured mgainst wrong conclusions,
when lefk o ourselves.. Certainly, our
lives axe full of mistakes actually made,
and those barely escaped sre quite
numerous. The result of our expaxi~
ence Is by no means inifavorof the
sumption that our mins is always righs,
and thas it would always be well for
us, o athers, were we to invarish

relations
of whut we wouldihave,
if wa' eould have what we wanh

see scarcely any eml from the.
W:’ unynd'.lmk even ﬂ::?h'
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our uwh way, sincs

is with
e T

have had if we could, thou
sequences would have been injurious, if
not fatal. Our t minds, also, may
et be uhunges. and ere long we may
glad enough that we not have
things our way, when we were Intense-
ly desirous of so having them, and
conld not endure the thought of ’Baln‘
prevented,

It is the testimony of much if not all
of onr experience, we do not un-
derstand well how to ohoose our paths
in life, or direct events, so as
to most benefit ves or others,
and that it is wise for us to resign
oursclves cheerfully (o the disposal of
the divine mind, rather than to think
of taking our destiny into our own
hands, when we are so incompetont to
perform what we might thus undertake.
— Watchman.
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SELFISHNESS.

An Unbearable Tralt Wholly Incompati-
ble with Christisnity.

A man can never be worth much to
others ns long as he has to walt upon
himself and sit up with himself and
look after himself. I am sorry for any
man whose only job in this world Is to
sit up and look after a carcass weigh-
ing about one hundred and seventy-five
pounds of solid concentrated selfish-
ness. IHe has an immense job on
his hands, and I would rather try to
satisfy all Chioago, and minister to ev-
ery men in Chicago, than to look after
such a character as that Selfishnesa!
There is not an element in selfishness
that does not enter also into the pun-
ishment of pride, Hell, when you boll
it dewn and bring it down to its
lust snalysis, Is pure, unadulterated,
filtered selfishness. And, oh, how un-
bearahle that is! If there is any thin
incompatible with Ohrhthnl?. it is se
fishness. If there Is any thing that
Christianity will not hawe acquaintance
with, if there is any thing that Christi-
anity will not have any thing to do
with, 1t is selfishness. Ifishness’ If
there is spirit in Chdmgﬂutm. it
is n spirit of unselfishnesa. o grund-
eat man in the city of Chicago is the most
unselfish man in Ch I don't eare
who he is. I don't care where he lives.
1 don't care how muoch he is worth. 1
don’t care how little ho & worth. X

don't care how old he' i or how
oung.
Thg andest man in this city Is the

man who cares least for himself and
the most for God and others. The

andest man [ ever saw inmy life waa
8 little prencher in Georgis, who is now
8 plain, ceommon eircuit preacher.
When I walk up into his presence he
is the largest man I ever saw, and
whittle down to s point I am the
smallest mam In the neighborhood.
And the reasen he looks so and ¥
feel so small is  becanse he is so truly
devoid of selfish intent, evon if thers
be some selfishness left in him. From
the momenti he wakes up in the morn~
inf, until he lles down ot night, he is
thinking of **What can I do-for others?
How can 1 help somebody P
Whom oan I benefitP Where can I go
to serve somebodyP Is there a being
in the universe that this dollar I have
in m{ pocket will do more good to
than it will bo meP''—Rev. Sam Jones,

—m i ei—

Doers of the Word.

Learn to be working Christians, “Be
ve doers of the Word, and not hearers
only, deceiving your own selves.” It
is very striking to see the usefulness-of
many Christians. Are there none-of
you who knew what it is.to be selfiah
in your Christianity? You have seen a
selfish child' go into a sscret pluce to
enjoy some: lous morsel undis-

tu by his companlens. Bo itils
with some Ghristians, wpon
Christ and veness; bat It is alene,

and dldmnﬁmnzlom. t::.jo there not
you who ocan a

hristian, while your dmtym in
and yet you will mot speak to him?
. you have got work to.do.
Chriat found you, He said: *Go
inmy vineyard,” What were
u  hiredifor, if %tuﬂ
salvations® What blessed for? @ my

though wera the servanta of Chylss!
Howll.giih time and idle talk you.

sfig
3
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wvel This is notlike s semvant.
w many things é:u ave te.do for
yourselfl: How few Christ and His

! a4 x
ﬁ:glo This is not. like a servant.

WISE SAYINGS.

Bhommsighted, ind Are we as to what —r

might come to psas through our hav-| —The best way to keep goed sels in
mownwuf. More evil than.good | memory is to them with new.—

might result. It is- possible foer us to | Caiol

oo_nldm orpuh_b be

—Heaven Is nsver deal but 'wheu
man's heart s dumb. — PFrancis
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